Chapter XV: Paint and Painters

A old college friend of mine once wrote to me
and asked what he should do about his son,
who was in Harvard, but wished to give up
college and become a painter. I answered and said:
"Discourage him; discourage him to the point of
starvation, for if he be sincere in his love of the fine
arts, he will pay no attention to you. No man is a real
artist unless he finds the impetus toward it so great
that he sticks to it in spite of every deprivation."
I do not know whether my friend took my advice or
not, but at any rate his son, Barry Faulkner, has
become, with or without discouragements, one of our
foremost younger decorative painters.

Emerson understood, perhaps better than anyone,
as he tells us in his

To AN ARTIST '
Forget the hut and seek the palace,

Reck not what the people say,
For where'er the trees grow biggest
Huntsmen find the easiest Way.

George Lathrop told me that shortly after his
marriage with one of the daughters of Nathaniel Haw-
thorne he was very much surprised at receiving a formal
visit from Mr. Emerson one afternoon. The poet
was old then and was not in the habit of going about
much, so the call portended something of importance.
After the usual conversation, Emerson said, pointedly:

"Mr. Lathrop, I understand that you have chosen
words as a means of livelihood ?".

3*1he bristled
